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Apocalypse  ‘yesterday 


buzzsaw  flyover 

cut  the  jet  stream  in  two 

skywriters  have  nothing  to  say 

rudders  hanging  open  in  shock 

fleet  coming  in 

eleven  o'  clock 

the  clocks  aren't  striking 

the  bombs  are 

black  death  comes  in  shades  of  gray 

and  the  parachuting  cannonballs 

tear  the  still  of  the  morning  to  shreds 

as  the  faces  freeze 

and  the  children  scream 

shouts  that  will  never  be  heard 

and  now  different  shades  of  gray 

buzzsaws  gone 

sawdust  floating  to  earth 

there  is  no  life  here  today  at  eleven  o'clock 

but  it  doesn't  matter 

the  clocks  aren't  striking 

anymore 


-Andrew  Barr,  IV 
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Arvat^e  for  a ‘Dream 

"I  feel  as  if  I'm  in  heaven.  I know  we  only  arrived  this  morning  but  I feel  as  if  I live  here  I'm 
so  comfortable.  It's  not  just  that,  I'm  in  love  with  this  place,"  I say  to  my  friend  Sarah  who  is 
traveling  through  Greece  with  me  and  my  parents. 

We  are  in  Santorini,  a small  island  in  the  Cyclades,  ready  for  bed  in  yet  another  hotel  room. 
But  this  is  not  a normal  night,  nor  is  this  a normal  place.  We  are  not  sleeping  in  normal  beds;  we 
are  sleeping  on  a large  stone  balcony  under  the  stars,  floating  in  the  middle  of  the  Aegean  Sea.  We 
talk  and  giggle  with  the  giddiness  of  little  girls,  for  we  have  found  the  most  beautiful  place  in  the 
world  and  it  is  our  secret. 

The  background  noises  of  the  small  town  Oia  turn  into  a murmur.  The  customers  of  the 
outside  restaurant  next  door  have  strolled  home  and  are  followed  soon  after  by  the  owner  of  the 
restaurant;  now  they  too  are  ready  for  bed,  about  to  be  dreaming.  The  emerging  black  sea,  changed 
from  the  clear,  deep  blue  it  holds  in  the  day,  seems  to  be  reflecting  its  darkness  to  the  sky.  The  only 
distinguishing  factor  between  the  two  are  the  stars  in  the  sky  that  shine  like  scattered  glitter.  Our 
homemade  beds  on  the  balcony  are  surrounded  by  the  sky,  the  sea,  and  the  illuminated  white 
buildings.  Greece  has  enveloped  our  bodies.  We  can't  help  but  feeling  like  the  happy  toothless  old 
men  we  see  every  day  who  just  sit  and  relax,  the  Greek  way  of  life. 

Sarah's  voice  turns  to  a mumble  and  she  has 
fallen  asleep.  I am  still  wide  awake,  for  this  place 
gives  peacefulness.  A breath  of  damp  air  spreads 
through  my  body  like  a drug,  and  the  intoxication  is 
addictive.  Yet  it  does  not  dull  my  senses,  no,  it  brings 
them  to  life.  I push  away  the  many  layers  of  rough, 
thin  blankets  I have  been  huddled  under.  The  air 
hitting  my  hands  gives  them  a chill,  for  the  moisture 
left  over  from  the  hot  day  has  put  a thin  layer  of 
water  on  the  blankets  and  the  dampness  sticks  to  my 
hands.  Standing  up  I touch  the  now  cool  white  stone 
of  the  building  and  run  my  hand  along  the  bumpy 
surface.  Leaning  my  body  against  the  railing  of  the 
balcony  I see  a cruise  ship  gliding  over  the  water  as 
a plane  glides  over  land.  I hear  my  father's  snores 
that  I have  been  able  to  ignore  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life.  I can  smell  and  taste  the  salty  sea  air,  lightly 
touched  with  the  leftover  scent  of  roasted  lamb. 
Even  my  senses  are  accustomed  to  this  foreign 
atmosphere  far  away  from  home.  Here  I can  relax 
with  no  thoughts  of  what  is  to  come  or  any  distractions 
that  lead  me  back  to  real  life.  For  the  first  time  I am 
awake  for  a dream. 

-Sarah  Colvario,  II 
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"Essence  of ‘Thought 


pen  scratching  paper 

flowing  ink 

in  irregular  patterns 

first  a thought 

fractured 

stumbling 

cross 

scratch 

blot  it  out 

think  of  something  new 

the  exact  same  thing 

only  different  ushers  from  your  lips 

pen  fumbles  across 

the  page  not 

capturing  the 

essence  of  thought 


-Erica  Hanson,  I 
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‘Traditions 


viscous  Elmer's  Glue 

fastening  the  tan  construction  paper  band 
spurting  red,  yellow,  orange  paper  leaves 

wisps  of  air  carrying  in  their  musk, 
the  falling  autumn  tree-hairs 

as  the  wagon  swishes  along  the  double  lane  road 

shimmying  the  level  graveled  path 
quick  steps,  soft  like  moccasins 
each  step  sealing  the  sacred  tradition 

shooting  off  to  the  right,  still-green  path, 
two  and  two 

they  clasp  their  lips,  tossing  the  keys  under  the  leave  carpet, 

the  temple  of  the  Sacred  Spirit 

chief  with  his  first  bom 

a hawk  makes  her  silent  circle 
sealing  the  pact  of  the  Spirit 

both  bow  down  to  the  earth  near  the  firm  boulder, 

stiff-crouching,  squinting  eyes,  her  hands  cupped  in  the  thick  sweater  sleeves 
the  wind  prickles  her  ears  as  it  passes  into  hollows 

their  eyes  catch  trail  hikers  with  their  papooses, 
a man  with  his  dog, 

limping,  frail,  mangy, 

both. 

first-snow  smell  lifts  her  head  toward  the  shading  sky 
cloud  canoes  blow  by  on  quickening  wind  lines 

crackle 
snap 

my  daughter  likes  to  play  Indians  when  we  come  here 

oh  smile  the  passing  couple 
screech,  murder,  cries  the  slain  Spirit 

He 


is  no  honest  hunter 

does  not  beg  light  to  be  cast  upon  his  un-bowed  head 
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for  ‘Mentira 


She  went  off  again. 

It  was  another  one  of  those  rare  Saturday  mornings  in  mid-July  when  the  water  was  still 
flat  like  a mirror  and  the  air  was  still  waiting  for  someone  or  something  to  push  it  along.  It  was 
a quiet  morning,  with  kids  all  over  unknowingly  savoring  every  moment  in  bed,  and  parents  all 
over  gratefully  relieved  that  red-triple  H's  didn't  flag  across  the  weather  forecasts  of  Channels  4, 
5 and  7.  It  was  also  a perfect  morning  for  Mentira,  who  brought  a green  and  yellow  box  of  Lori- 
Anne's  famous  glazed  doughnuts,  placed  them  on  the  desk  in  the  first  aid  office,  and  immediately 
started  the  day. 

"Yous  guys  ain't  evah'  gonna'  believe  whattah'  did  last  night  yous  guys." 

And  there  she  started,  just  like  every  morning,  except  this  morning  a half  a million  day-care 
kids  were  not  flooding  onto  the  deck  to  see  who  would  be  the  first  one  to  "break  the  ice."  We  were 
the  only  ones  here  this  morning. 

"Like,  you  know  Jeff,  well,  like  last  night,  I was  like  at  the  hillside  and  like. . 

I could  tell  that  it  was  another  one  of  her  stories,  those  outrageous,  sometimes  unbelievable 
stories  that  we  had  been  drawn  into  every  summer  since  the  ninth  grade  and  every  school  year 
since  the  seventh.  It  was  as  if  Mentira's  life  were  a great  big  tabloid,  one  of  those  gossip-filled  pieces 
of  glossy  news  junk  that  we  would  read  only  when  there  was  a traffic  jam  in  Line  20  at  the 
supermarket  and  we  were  surrounded  by  a half  a dozen  old  women  who  had  taken  all  the  good 
magazines  off  the  rack.  Everyday  there  was  that  assurance  that,  just  as  the  sun  would  rise,  Mentira 
would  also  make  her  sunny,  suburban-brat  personality  well  known  at  the  bus  stop,  in  the  school 
yard,  or  before  school  in  the  cafeteria,  all  set  with  what  happened  when  we  weren't  around  some 
time  before  the  present,  such  as  the  night  before  in  the  attic  of  her  house  or  a week  ago  down  at 
some  beach  on  the  Cape. 

Of  course,  no  one  ever  thought  twice  about  Mentira,  or  at  least  questioned  her  out  loud,  and 
no  one  ever  really  became  her  friend,  except  for  a few  others  and  me.  I remember  that  first  day 
of  junior  high  school  a few  years  ago  when  all  my  other  friends  had  the  lunch  I didn't  have  and 
I was  left  alone  in  a huge,  smelly  cafeteria  with  no  one  to  sit  with,  not  even  a person  I vaguely  knew 
so  I could  send  a small,  little  shrug  or  a soft  "hello."  But  there  she  was.  "Hi,  my  name  is  Mentira," 
she  said  to  me  in  a small,  fragile,  courageous  voice,  which  probably  feared  some  sort  of  rejection 
or  dismissal,  but  instead  of  turning  around,  I sat  down,  set  my  enormous  bag  by  the  shaky  leg  of 
the  cafeteria  table,  and  listened.  I can  still  remember  that  first  lunch.  In  front  of  her,  there  was  a 
copy  of  Highlights  magazine  and  a cold  plastic  container  of  disgusting  SYSCO  applesauce.  Mentira 
told  me  everything  about  when  she  used  to  live  in  Chicago,  how  her  brother  was  sixteen  and  drove 
a red  corvette,  and  how  she  went  to  a Catholic  school  that  burned  to  the  ground,  but  the  only  reason 
why  she  and  her  friends  got  out  alive  was  that  the  nuns  pushed  them  down  the  stairs  and  sprinkled 
holy  water  behind  them  so  that  the  fire  would  not  catch  up  to  them. 

That  was  the  first  day,  the  cover  of  Mentira's  magazine.  But  every  morning,  while  we 
walked  along  the  long,  broad,  tree-lined  streets  to  school,  I could  flip  through  the  life  of  Mentira 
Anderson  and  get  a new  story  without  even  searching.  It  was  automatic.  She  carefully 
manufactured  every  saga  with  a sort  of  precision  so  that  it  would  fit  with  the  rest  of  her  life  and 
continued  talking  as  if  it  were  the  honest-to-God  truth.  Soon  enough,  Mentira  had  everyone 
listening  to  her  stories  and  laughing  before  school  over  cold  hot  chocolate  and  stale  blueberry 
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muffins,  glistening  like  the  glossy  color  pages  of  a tabloid  under  the  filtered  colored  sunlight  of 
the  stained  glass  windows  in  the  cafe.  Mentira  was  marvelous,  and  at  times  I felt  somewhat  jealous 
because  she  seemed  to  steal  my  place  in  the  spotlight. 

However,  there  were  days  when  those  robust,  energetic  stories  Mentira  told  disappeared. 
It  was  like  a slow  day  in  the  news  office.  There  was  nothing  to  say,  nothing  to  do,  nothing  to  print 
except  a simple  smiley-face,  and  nothing  to  say  except  nothing  happened.  Mentira  would  say  that 
nothing  was  happening  except  that  Gemini  was  interfering  with  Aries,  or  something  to  that  extent, 
and  she  would  carry  around  with  her  a dark  blue  umbrella  and  wear  a pink  and  green  striped  scarf, 
even  though  it  wasn't  raining  or  cold,  and  we  told  her  that  she  would  have  bad  luck  if  she  opened 
the  umbrella  inside.  And  when  it  did  start  to  rain  or  when  it  got  so  cold  that  our  finger  tips  began 
to  freeze,  Mentira  would  be  so  happy  and  start  rushing  to  tell  about  how  she  almost  skated  with 
Bobby  Orr  at  the  Boston  Garden  or  how  her  divorced  father,  who  happened  to  be  a classified 
government  scientist  and  spy,  sent  her  another  letter  from  Russia  or  Antarctica.  But  whenever 
Mentira  spoke  about  her  father,  her  face  turned  beet-red  like  the  letters  of  the  National  Enquirer  and 
her  voice  cracked  as  if  there  were  a lie  she  was  trying  to  hide. 

Then,  one  day,  when  I happened  to  be  reading  a tabloid  while  I was  at  the  supermarket  with 
my  mother,  I accidentally  heard  Mrs.  Anderson  talking  to  a lady  at  the  cashier  next  to  us  about  how 
she  was  glad  she  had  divorced  her  husband,  who  apparently  had  beaten  her  and  Mentira  when 
they  lived  in  Chicago.  The  next  day,  when  Mentira  spoke  about  a postcard  from  her  dad,  who  was 
supposedly  in  Hawaii  now,  I just  said  "OK,”  trying  to  wish  that  I somehow  could  believe  what  was 
in  today's  issue  of  Mentira.  She  was  too  much  of  a friend  to  confront.  I couldn't  permanently 
shatter  her  smile. 

. .like,  he  took  me  to  the  movies  and  like,  well.  . .you  know.  . ." 

Yes,  I knew.  I knew  as  she  pulled  the  lifeguard  shirt  over  her  bathing  suit  and  wrapped  a 
green  scrunchy  in  her  brownish-black  hair  that  she  could  be  lying,  but  I didn't  want  to  believe  that 
it  wasn't  true.  I wanted  to  believe  that  the  blues  and  greens  and  yellows  in  the  suncatcher  weren't 
black.  I wanted  to  believe  that  the  scarves  and  umbrellas  weren't  an  act.  I wanted  to  take  the 
tabloid  and  look  at  it  as  if  it  were  the  honest-to-God  truth. 

It  was  still  quiet.  The  water  was  still  placid,  like  glass.  But  then,  from  the  corner  of  the  room, 
there  was  a husky  voice  that  began  to  attack.  "Mentira. . . you're  bulls*!t. . . " I could  not  believe 
what  I heard.  For  the  first  time  in  five  years,  there  was  person  who  challenged  Mentira's  word. 
"That's  bulls*!t,  Mentira. . . bulls*!t." 

Mentira  was  speechless,  shocked.  She  had  nothing,  no  good  defense,  no  clever  story,  no 
stubs,  not  even  a tainted  photograph  for  evidence,  just  tears  that  began  to  push  towards  the  edges 
of  her  eyes,  ready  to  smudge  the  tabloid  that  was  Mentira's  reputation  for  so  long. 

"I  was  there.  . .with  her."  My  involvement  was  unexpected,  and  so  I grabbed  the  most 
credible  tabloid  I knew,  realizing  that  her  stories  made  her  feel  better  about  life,  and  just  stood 
defending  a piece  of  Mentira's  fantasy  news. 


-Neal  Boyle,  II 


Refaction 


T A-  ^ 


You're  sixteen  going  on  thirty 
I guess  I'm  still  the  same 
Though  not  by  choice 
I watch  you  objectively,  indifferent 
I wish 

You  could've  been  another  piece  of  the  puzzle 

Except  you  fit  right  next  to  me 

I look  at  you  and  see  my  reflection 

But  you're  not  holding  the  mirror 

Like  a moth  to  a flame 

I always  seem  to  be  the  burnt  out  match 

How  many  times  I'll  turn  around  and  change  my  view 

How  many  times  you'll  change  yours 

And  I know  when  I look  at  you.  I'm  just  another  person  to  see. 
Another  face  to  flicker  on 

Funny,  you  seemed  so  different  when  I didn't  care 
But  now  I slowly  realize  how  you've  always  been 
And  it  scares  me  how  we're  so  alike  and  so  different 
I guess  that's  what  they  call  human 
It's  only  human  and  so  bad  still 

Staring  into  your  eyes  I see  my  reflection  glistening  off  your  pupil 
Then  I ask  myself  what  you  see 
Because  I'm  not  sure  what  I do. 


-Michelle  Metallidis,  V 


The  Persistence  of  Me 

Buried  memories 
like  thorns  in  my  brain 
prick  me 
if  I touch  them,  it  hurts 
so  I can't  put  them  away 
where  they  belong 

I must  leave  them  scattered  across  my  soul 
where  I will  step  on  them 
in  the  dark 
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‘Untoucfiabk 


Dadaji's  droning  music  fades  our  dreams  into  reality.  " Apu  diku,  wake  up!"  Too  early  to 
make  sense  of  anything,  I whine  that  I'm  on  vacation  and  have  the  right  to  be  lazy.  My  sisters  agree. 
Nevertheless,  my  mother  is  happily  ignorant  of  our  complaints. 

Twenty  minutes  later,  we  are  all  situated  downstairs  at  the  gate,  primped  and  pretty  and 
prepared  for  our  daily  excursion.  The  heat  assails  my  senses,  which  are  blinded  by  the  sun.  Soon 
Arvindmama's  car  rolls  into  West  Avenue.  With  pleasantries  aside,  the  air  inside  the  car  stagnates, 
untouched  by  words.  As  the  windows  lower,  the  wind  envelops  my  thoughts,  permeating  my 
existence  with  everything  that  it  carries,  invading  my  blood  with  the  pulse  of  the  city.  I feel  India, 
itching  to  get  out  and  into  me,  smothering  my  thoughts. 

The  city  that  never  ceases  surges  forward  with  the  morning  traffic.  Down  Linking  Road  (the 
link  to  civilization)  the  masses  of  people  begin  their  toil  for  survival  from  where  they  left  off 
yesterday.  Bodies  infest  the  cramped  sidewalks,  congest  the  narrow  road  barriers,  impede  each 
other's  quest  to  survive  the  day,  obstruct  living.  Time  falters  with  so  many  bodies  on  its  back. 
Indian  Standard  Time  runs  half  an  hour  late. 

I try  to  focus  on  other  things.  It  is  hard  not  to  with  all  the  advertising  and  commercialism 
that  is  eating  the  city.  A sale  at  Benneton.  An  Independence  Day  clearance  at  a sari  store,  dinner 
specialties  at  Little  Italy.  Coca-Cola,  one  liter  for  eighteen  rupees.  Never-ending  billboards  for  new 
movies.  They  are  all  musicals  with  buxom  beauties;  the  people  need  incentives.  What  I know  of 
the  present  at  home  doesn't  exist  here.  This  dimension  of  life  is  an  overwhelmingly  potent 
concoction  of  the  past  and  the  future. 

Linking  Road  traveled  at  a snail's  pace  gets  wider.  Subconsciously  a little  wave  of  hope 
washes  over  my  heart,  for  space  looms  in  front  of  the  car.  This  tingly  feeling  is  immediately 
spoiled;  the  acute  smell  of  effluvium  stings  my  nose.  Sensing  my  environment  I involuntarily 
breathe  deeper.  The  windows  go  up  and  the  A.C.  is  switched  on.  Humans  occupy  Dharavi,  the 
largest  slum  of  Asia.  On  the  right  rows  upon  rows  of  make-shift  shacks  are  on  the  brink  of  collapse. 
Every  day,  their  inhabitants  are  on  the  brink  of  death.  I look  away  and  into  the  eyes  of  six-year- 
old  Sunny.  Maybe  she'll  amuse  me. 

"Apu,  why  aren't  they  wearing  shoes?" 

How  does  one  answer  that,  how  do  I even  begin?  Apama,  you  can't  keep  your  eyes  closed 
forever.  My  eyes  float  to  the  window.  There  is  a cupped  hand  outside  the  window,  neatly 
distanced  from  me.  I look  a little  farther  and  I'm  startled  by  the  abyss-like  eyes  that  I see.  They 
are  so  profoundly  bottomless;  I feel  as  if  I'm  drowning,  sinking,  stumbling,  gasping,  and 
screaming  voiceless  in  a pit  of  nothingness.  The  eyes  stare  back,  expressionless.  The  brown  girl, 
barely  even  ten,  holds  a naked  infant  in  one  arm.  Neither  one  moves,  the  older  sister  just  mouths 
the  word  "paise."  My  head  shakes  "no"  but  my  hands,  controlled  by  their  own  conscience,  roll 
down  the  window  and  drop  a rupee  into  the  fleshless  hand.  The  child  walks  on,  stalking  her  next 
victim.  Apama,  you're  only  encouraging  them. 

What  will  the  girl  do  with  the  rupee?  It  is  approximately  3.56  cents.  Will  the  girl  give  it  to 
her  abusive  father?  She  knows  that  he  will  only  use  it  to  buy  more  liquor.  Will  she  give  it  to  her 
mother  (who  seems  to  be  suffocating  and  deteriorating  with  hopelessness)  so  that  the  family  can 
have  an  extra  potato  for  dinner?  Or  will  the  rupee  be  a secret  that  the  girl  keeps  for  herself,  to  buy 
a few  cheap,  glittering  bangles?  If  she  keeps  the  rupee,  her  parents  will  beat  her  if  they  find  out. 
What  will  she  do? 
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A downpour  begins,  it's  monsoon  season.  People  outside  the  protected  car  race  to  find 
cover.  The  rain  touches  everything,  links  everything  together.  My  thoughts  get  hazy.  There  is  no 
way  to  piece  together  some  things.  The  girl  seems  alone,  wandering  through  a lifetime  of 
oppression  and  piercing  poverty  without  any  assistance  from  anyone  else.  But  she  is  by  no  means 
alone  in  number.  There  are  millions  more  nameless  untouchables  like  her,  but  does  any  one  of 
them  think  her  thoughts?  She  considers  her  plight  and  then  looks  at  the  shining  rupee  in  her  palm, 
fully  aware  of  where  her  next  action  will  lead  her.  We  are  guilty  of  human  nature. 

The  car  slithers  through  the  mess  of  downtown  while  the  rain  eases  up,  as  it  always  does. 
The  doorman  at  the  Taj  welcomes  us.  I force  the  untouchable  into  the  back  of  my  mind,  frightened 
for  her  future.  Maybe  I will  fall  into  her  eyes  again;  I don't  know.  It  is  easier  to  be  ignorant  and 
not  think  about  others. 


-Aparna  Majmudar,  II 
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The  Last  Leg 

Like  the  crack  of  a whip,  the  horn  blares,  penetrating  sound  waves  onto  the  rowers.  It  is  time 
to  become  the  machine;  the  winners  have  no  hearts,  no  emotions,  just  the  most  trained  and 
responsive  muscles.  Only  seconds  before,  the  water  composed  a faint  sloshing  noise  against  the 
hull,  humming  a baby's  lullaby.  Now  it's  a gulf  of  chaos,  with  birds  streaming  across  the  open  sky, 
creating  as  much  movement  and  excitement  as  that  of  a Filene’s  Basement  Wedding  Day  Sale;  here 
there  is  only  room  for  Energizer  bunnies.  Each  shell  lines  up  better  arranged  than  any  "Battleship" 
game,  with  each  one  hoping  to  sink  the  other. 

Programmatically  the  head  of  one  boat  prows  through  the  chopping  waves,  alternately 
splashing  each  individual  from  bow  to  stem.  Catch,  catch,  catch.  The  oars  sink  plunging  into  the 
liquid.  The  rhythm  is  set.  This  vessel  moves  like  no  known  animal.  It  picks  up  all  of  its  legs  together 
and  then  lands  together.  This  sea  monster  waits  for  no  one. 

Power  twenty,  and  the  blades  move  quicker.  The  grunts  become  more  primeval.  Men  do 
not  recognize  these  women.  They  pull,  they  push,  they  force,  they  go  on.  As  they  slide  up  the 
recovery,  it's  time  to  inhale,  absorbing  as  much  oxygen  as  possible.  Then  it  is  full  pressure  to  the 
drive,  legs  pressing  with  a force  powerful  enough  to  snap  any  Achilles'  heel.  The  air  filters  in, 
filling  up  a lung  briefly,  pushes  through,  assisting  the  steaming  muscles  and  bones.  The  process 
repeats. 

The  monster  carries  on.  The  women  are  robotic.  A particular  limb  contours  to  perfect 
position;  it  lasts  for  only  a frame,  job  number  two  cannot  wait.  Blood,  sweat,  but  no  tears  have  these 
women.  The  propelling  oars  are  feathered  by  hands  screaming  with  pain.  Blisters  pop  and  ooze 
mostly  at  the  1500  meter  mark;  they  cannot  make  it  the  last  numbing  500.  Their  sweat  mingles  with 
the  salt  water;  there  is  no  distinction. 

Bodies  move  with  the  grace  of  a ballerina,  the  strength  of  a MACK  truck  and  the  precision 
of  a chemist,  estimating  stroke  after  stroke.  Shoulder  after  shoulder  rolls  forward  in  a constant 
connected  pattern.  There  are  only  100  meters  left.  The  battles  of  minds  are  ending.  The  piercing 
pangs  are  engaging  into  a solid  numbness.  There  are  no  longer  legs  of  steel,  only  a jiggly  substance 
resembling  jello.  Splinters  imbed  themselves  deeper  into  hands,  their  new  found  homes  (but  the 
grunts  continue). 

For  the  first  time  voices  echo:  consciousness  of  the  crowd  is  sparked  by  the  last  meters  of 
the  race.  The  cheers  pull  the  women  together  to  fight  one  last  time.  They  cross  the  line.  The  storm 
is  over,  the  thunder  ceases,  birds  flutter  about  chirping,  moans  lead  to  sighs. 


-Megan  Halligan,  II 
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Suspension 


A moment  takes  shape 
as  not  an  indefinite  period, 
for  the  end  vaguely  apparent 

sometimes  known. 

One  demanding  element 
tucked  into  bed,  restrained 
with  promises  of  revision 

or  hopes  maybe. 

About-faced  abstract  concentration 
long  overdue  and  naughty, 
faith  in  another  bed 

ambitions  of  adultery. 

Light  flickers  on  in  the  abandoned  room, 
a shape  stirs,  longing  eyes 
forgetting  their  own  supposed  domination? 
realizing  it's  not  there 


Undream 

An  eyelash  curls 
As  a lid  unfurls 
And  a salt  water  droplet 
Trickle  trickles 
To  my  chin. 

I purse  my  lips 
As  the  next  one 
Hits  the  comer  of 
My  mouth,  and 
I taste  fear. 

A sob  and  a throb 
Of  my  quaking  aching 
Terrible  heart 
Wakens  me. 

Stirs  me  from 
My  tear  stained 
Pillow. 

And  I realize 
It  wasn't  a dream. 


-Erica  Hanson , I 
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So  ‘You  Want  to  ‘Be  a “Pedant . . . 


Ever  wanted  to  appear  smarter  than  you  actually  were?  Ever  wanted  people  to  whisper 
behind  your  back,  commenting  on  your  all  too  obvious  intelligence?  Ever  wanted  your  listener 
to  feel  as  if  his  or  her  learning  were  but  a hayseed  beside  your  ocean  of  knowledge?  If  so,  you  were 
bom  to  be  a pedant  and  the  following  essay  will  teach  you  how  to  become  an  effective  pedant. 
After  all,  there  are  pedants,  and  then  there  are  pedants. 

It  is  during  conversation  that  you  will  come  to  gain  the  illustrious  title  of  pedant.  Here  you 
can  impress  people  with  your  rapier  wit  and  your  vast  libraries  of  information,  available  at  the 
snap  of  a fingertip.  It  also  provides  the  obvious  joys  of  pedantry,  for  what  use  is  pedantry  through 
writing  when  you  are  deprived  of  the  opportunity  to  see  your  companion's  awe-stricken  gaze 
when  he  or  she  is  hit  with  the  full  blunt  of  your  knowledge?  Using  the  following  conversational 
devices,  you  will  easily  be  able  to  make  people  shake  their  heads  in  wonder  and  in  some  cases 
refuse  to  continue  the  conversation  because  they  have  been  overwhelmed. 

The  most  important,  the  absolute  cannot-be-forgotten  point  of  achieving  your  badge  of 
pedanthood  is  to  show  off.  This  point  cannot  be  emphasized  enough.  Show  off,  show  off,  show  off, 
even  if  you  have  no  idea  what  you're  talking  about.  Of  course,  realms  of  distinction  separate  a 
mere  braggart,  who  absolutely  has  no  idea  what  he  or  she  is  talking  about,  from  a pedant  who 
somewhat  does.  The  key  lies  in  how  knowingly  and  effectively  to  show  off  what  you  do  know  and 
cover  up  what  you  do  not. 

The  precise  definition  of  pedant  as  defined  by  theAmerican  Heritage  Dictionary,  Third 
Edition,  copyright  1994,  is  one  who  exhibits  his  or  her  learning  ostentatiously  (notice,  if  you  will, 
the  pedantry  involved  in  this  very  sentence).  So  obviously  the  key  is  to  know  as  much  as  possible. 
However,  who  wants  to  spend  enormous  amounts  of  time  actually  learning  when  there  are  much 
easier  ways  to  get  people  to  acknowledge  your  intellectual  superiority?  With  a minimal  amount 
of  studying,  you  too  will  be  able  to  make  people  acknowledge  this. 

The  bulk  of  the  studying  done  in  your  course  of  pedanthood  is  to  memorize  useless  and/ 
or  archaic  words.  Reading  Shakespeare  or  Thackeray,  or  even  studying  SAT  vocabulary  lists  will 
give  you  a full  array  of  them.  Use  them  as  often  as  possible,  whenever  possible.  If  you  know  a more 
complex  word  for  a word  you  are  about  to  use,  use  it.  Being  long-winded  also  helps,  for  if  you  can 
increase  your  sentence  length,  do  so.  For  example,  let  us  take  the  following  statement: 

"I  live  with  my  parents." 

Pathetic,  simply  pathetic.  A sentence  like  that  will  get  you  nowhere.  Consider  instead  the 
following: 

"My  residence,  as  of  the  present  time,  is  with  my  family,  which  consists  of  my  mother  and 
father." 

Much  better. 

This  has  two  important  effects.  The  first  one  is  it  makes  you  appear  smarter.  Even  when 
you  are  stating  the  obvious,  the  use  of  selected,  lofty-sounding  jargon  will  make  your  knowledge 
seem  hundredfold.  For  instance,  "The  preferred  cleaning  instrument  of  sanitation  engineers  is  the 
broom  manufactured  by  Arco"  sounds  much  better  than  "Most  janitors  use  Arco  brooms."  The 
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other  effect  is  that  when  you  are  in  the  unfortunate  situation  that  you  have  absolutely  no  idea  what 
you  are  talking  about,  long  sentences  tend  to  distract  the  listener.  They  are  so  awed  by  your 
intelligence  that  they  ignore  the  actual  substance  of  your  sentences.  More  art,  less  matter. 

Two  other  powerful  conversational  devices  are  the  use  of  the  quotation  and  the  statistic. 
Memorize  certain,  not-frequently  used  quotations  by  famous  people  and  use  them  whenever 
necessary.  When  desperate,  make  them  up.  However,  the  risk  here  lies  in  the  fact  that  your 
companion  may  be  well-versed  in  the  person  you  are  quoting.  As  a result,  when  making  up 
quotations,  go  the  whole  distance  and  make  up  the  person  as  well.  Secondly  is  the  use  of  the  exact 
statistic.  This  is  extremely,  extremely  powerful,  but  unfortunately,  requires  a great  deal  of 
studying,  which  brings  us  to  our  next  topic: 

In  order  to  minimize  the  required  amount  of  memorization,  it  is  imperative  that  you  learn 
how  to  steer  the  conversation  your  way.  View  each  conversation  as  a competition.  When  you  see 
an  opening,  lunge,  grab  the  topic  and  take  it  where  you  want.  When  the  topic  veers  into  places 
where  you  do  not  have  an  exact  statistic,  or  even  (horrors)  do  not  have  the  jargon,  deflate  your 
opponent  by  a quick  thrust  and  seize  control  of  the  conversation.  For  example,  when  talking  about 
the  economy  in  South  Asia,  of  which  you  know  nothing,  and  your  companion  pauses  after  making 
a good  observation,  nod  your  head  knowingly  as  if  you  knew  all  along  what  he  or  she  was  talking 
about,  and  then  proceed  as  follows:  "Indeed,  indeed,  as  John  Kenneth  Galbraith  once  said,  'In 
economics  the  majority  is  always  wrong/  Speaking  of  which  some  people  actually  believe  the 
business  cycle  is  controlled  by  sunspots  (laugh),  which,  by  the  way,  occur  frequently  once  every 
25  solar  years,  with  an  average  temperature  of  4000  Kelvin. If  your  companion  tries  to  interrupt 
and  bring  the  topic  back  to  South  Asia,  reply  with,  "Yes,  yes,  of  course,  of  course,"  and  continue 
on  as  if  he  or  she  said  nothing  at  all. 

Once  you  have  gained  the  higher  ground,  defend  it  at  all  costs.  Use  all  the  jargon,  idioms, 
and  statistics  your  mind  can  muster.  Be  merciless.  Y ou  must  be  a juggernaut  and  your  companions 
must  feel  the  onslaught  of  your  intelligence.  Be  relentless.  Ask  them  questions,  and  when  they 
answer  wrong,  condescendingly  give  them  the  right  answer.  Make  them  feel  their  smallness.  If 
they  answer  right,  condescendingly  agree  and  then  make  an  obvious  point  that  they  did  not  make 
(probably  because  it  was  not  worth  stating).  When  your  companions  throw  their  arms  up  into  the 
air,  shake  their  heads,  and  leave,  you  know  that  you  have  succeeded,  for  obviously,  they  are  asking 
the  gods  how  a mere  mortal  could  equal  their  divine  intelligence. 

Unfortunately,  this  piece  is  not  long  enough  to  reveal  all  the  secrets  of  pedantry.  There  are 
still  so  many  more  subtle  techniques  to  be  learned.  With  continued  practice  and  education  though 
you,  too,  will  be  fully  able  to  rub  your  obscure  knowledge  in  your  companion's  ignorant  face. 
Eventually,  people  may  stop  associating  with  you  altogether  as  a sign  of  respect  that  they  are  not 
worthy  to  be  in  your  godlike  presence.  When  that  day  comes,  bear  your  head  proudly,  for  on  that 
day,  you  have  achieved  the  true  title  of  pedant. 


-Raymond  Wu,  II 
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‘Renewal 

dirty  soul 
you  need  some 
spic  and  span 
a good  dusting 
and  to  be  hung 
out  to  dry 
that  sweet  air  will 
take  away 

the  lingering  scent  of 
cigarette  ashes. 

I'll  iron  you 
until 

the  creases  are  smooth 
like  baby's  skin 
until  I can  put  you 
back  inside  me 
like 

clean  sheets 

over  newly  shaven  legs 

You  leave  that  feeling  in  the  small 

of  my  back 


- Amanda  Mezzetti , III 
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Star  Song 


Star  song 
Ancient  melodies 
Connecting  melodies 
The  stars  sing 

Their  old  cold  familiar  keening 
Sung  since  the  birth  of  time 


Star  song 

The  stars  sing  like  the  music  you  heard 
When  you  were  small,  tiny,  but  significant 
Floating  in  the  quiet  of  a dark  warm  sea 
When  the  silence  was  only  interrupted 
By  the  distant  thrumming  of  a mother's  heart 

That  melded  with  the  glorious  harmony  and  became  one  with  your  thoughts, 
The  rhythm  that  you  realized  was  beautiful 
Before  you  knew  what  beauty  was 


-Alison  Damaskos,  V 


Star  song 

The  stars  sing  like  the  birds  of  paradise 
They  weave  their  patterns 
And  their  web  of  melody 
Binds  people  and  planets  and  galaxies 
And  even  the  tiniest  droplets  of  water, 
Which  could  be  universes, 

And  ties  them  all  together 
In  an  incredibly  strong  net 
That  can  only  be  broken 
When  we  stop  listening 
To  the  star  song. 
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Stream  of  Consciousness 

Most  vivid  memories  in  my  daily  growing  stack  are  the  times  when  I have  a self- 
expanding, empowering  epiphany,  surrounded  by  nature.  For  example,  I had  a stream  of 
epiphanies  when  I once  took  a two-hour  walk  in  the  unfamiliar  woods  of  Martha's  Vineyard 
early  in  the  morning.  The  most  recent  one  occurred  this  summer  on  the  last  night  of  camp. 

I was  talking  with  three  other  counselors  on  the  cliffs  of  the  camp,  overlooking  a Cape 
Cod  pond  and  that  side  of  the  sky  where  the  sun  makes  its  insanely  acidifying  appearance 
each  morning,  when  I began  to  perform  my  customary  scene.  Out  loud,  I said  ordinary  things, 
voiced  thoughts  appropriate  for  the  particular  conversation,  and  simultaneously  indulged 
my  mind  to  run  along  a path  of  completely  unrelated  and  sometimes  exotic  thought.  I thought 
about  my  fantasy  of  swimming  in  the  pond  at  night:  illegal  and  dangerous,  but  potentially 
incredible  for  the  soul.  Huddled  in  my  fleece,  next  to  likewise  dressed  women,  I pondered 
that  I have  the  power  to  make  it  happen.  Too  lazy  to  go  for  my  bathing  suit,  which  was 
a five-minute  walk  through  the  woods  away,  I began  to  scale  the  cliffs  downwards,  guided 
by  the  moon  and  my  boiling  excitement.  At  the  bottom,  the  ripples  of  water  gently  lapped 
against  the  crags  of  the  shore,  their  white  crests  iridescent  from  the  moon's  rays.  I took  off 
my  heavy  fleece,  amused  at  the  irony  of  such  contrast  of  complete  shelter  by  clothing  and 
complete  authenticity  by  nakedness.  I stood  fully  upright,  stretched  my  arms,  allowing  the 
air  to  envelop  my  free  body  in  its  warmth  and  essence,  and  waded  in  slowly,  focusing  my 
whole  concentration  on  the  physical  sensation  of  the  pleasant  water.  I glided  smoothly 
through  the  ethereal  liquid,  acknowledging  the  firing  impulses  of  every  nerve  cell,  converging 
them  in  my  brain  and  extracting  the  instantaneous  effect  of  a pleasurable  adventure.  I gazed 
at  the  mystical,  thickly  black  cliffs,  silently  stirring  at  each  whim  of  the  wind;  the  3:00  a.  m. 
starry  sky  was  delightfully  lighter  in  comparison.  The  moon  was  blinding,  when  I purposely 
fixed  my  eyes  on  it,  and  consciously  obliterated  everything  else  from  sight.  The  hushed, 
smooth  carpet  of  water  stretched  unfettered  from  every  point  of  my  body  into  every  direction. 
I spun,  reaching  my  head  to  the  sky,  like  a synchronized  swimmer,  and  took  into  scope 
all  the  visible  stars  and  divided  myself  among  them  all,  and  devoted  a lifetime  of  adoration 
to  each  within  a second  that  had  been  stretched  to  eternity.  All  my  sensations,  feelings  and 
millions  of  memories  of  situations  that  gave  birth  to  those  feelings,  all  swirled  into  the 
exhilarating  elation  inside  my  head  followed  by  instant  horror  that  I was  having  a delirious, 
cathartic  fantasy.  The  fear  coalesced  into  a burning  craving  in  my  stomach,  physically 
represented  by  the  adrenaline,  recently  suppressed  by  the  rare  tranquillity  of  my  mind.  I 
envisioned  myself  accidentally  drowning  because  of  the  intense  and  impending  muscle 
fatigue,  simultaneously  reliving  the  time  when  I did  almost  drown  at  seven  years  old  in  a 
narrow  channel,  in  a rural  village  outside  of  Moscow.  The  surge  of  fear  and  the  three  women's 
summons,  piercing  unimpeded  through  the  stillness  of  my  air,  impelled  me  to  make  my 
return  from  the  celestial  realm  of  epiphany. 

I powerfully  swam  back,  dried  myself  with  a shirt,  and  stood  upright  again  to  survey 
my  feat.  My  body  felt  none  of  the  coldness  I thought  would  seize  me;  instead,  a warmth 
of  satisfaction  and  momentary  contentment  clutched  my  consciousness  with  its  seductive 
fingers.  I dressed  and  began  climbing  back,  hugging  and  thanking  the  trees  that  counteracted 
the  pull  of  gravity  on  my  body. 


-Nina  Smolyar,  I 
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Sunday  S[igfit 

Somewhere  on  the  other  side  of  the  world,  on  a tiny  island,  in  the  middle  of  the  night, 
seismic  monitors  are  springing  to  life.  It  starts  slowly.  At  first  there's  a mild  tremor,  so  slight  only 
the  animals  can  feel  it.  They  carry  on  in  their  erratic  nocturnal  behaviors  but  the  humans  still 
slumber.  Realizing  no  one  is  paying  attention,  the  quake  worsens.  Suddenly  a picture  falls  to  the 
ground  and  the  glass  shatters,  or  an  earthen  jar  falls  on  the  antic  dog  causing  an  assault  of  howls; 
perhaps  the  baby's  crib  rattles  so  violently,  the  child  wakes  up,  and  frightened,  it  calls  for  its 
mother,  loudly.  Whatever  the  case  may  be,  the  entire  village  comes  awake  before  the  real  fury  of 
the  earth  is  unleashed.  The  people  know  what  is  happening.  They  have  all  been  involved  in  such 
earthquakes,  for  more  times  than  they  can  count.  The  course  of  action  in  this  situation  is  clear.  The 
people  spring  up  out  of  bed,  not  even  thinking,  merely  responding  to  the  warning  call  of  the 
ground  beneath  them.  The  men  gather  as  many  valuables  as  they  can  from  their  various  hiding 
places,  the  women  run  to  the  bassinets  for  the  valuables  therein,  and  then  the  village  gathers  on 
the  beach.  Away  from  hazardous  falling  trees  and  toppling  thatch  roofs  they  watch  as  wrath  of 
the  ground  erupts,  and  the  lanterns  that  were  overturned  spread  destruction  through  the  rubble, 
while  off  in  the  distance,  far  across  the  water,  a high  school  student  will  be  going  back  to  school 
the  next  day. 

The  great  ash  cloud  above  the  volcano  on  the  neighboring  island  the  day  before  was  not 
warning  enough  for  the  islanders.  Humans  are  strange  procrastinating  creatures,  who  have  less 
intuition  than  even  the  dimwitted  bear  who  knows  he  must  eat — whether  he's  hungry  or  not — 
in  the  fall,  if  he's  to  survive  his  winter's  nap.  Thus  they  went  about  their  daily  activities;  there  were 
still  fish  to  catch  and  pearls  to  harvest  from  the  water,  after  all.  Perhaps  the  volcano  was  only 
joking.  And  as  night  approached  and  the  men  sat  eating  the  food  their  wives  had  prepared  while 
they  were  out  in  their  canoes,  and  looked  out  the  windows  upon  the  ever  threatening  red  glow 
coming  from  within  the  crater,  they  reasoned,  "There  is  nothing  that  can  be  done  now."  It's  too 
late  anyway.  Maybe  just  in  staying,  they  might  defy  the  gods  who  would  then  give  up  their  little 
practical  joke  of  creating  the  appearance  of  an  oncoming  quake. 

So  she  finished  her  dinner,  glanced  once  more  at  her  agenda  book  and  the  bulging  blue 
school  bag,  and  reassured  that  there  was  apparently  less  homework  to  do  than  she  had  thought, 
somewhat  like  the  men  on  the  island  looking  down  at  the  clay  beneath  their  feet  were  reassured 
that  it  was  quite  still,  went  to  sleep.  They  would  deal  with  it  tomorrow. 

The  actual  day  of  the  earth's  assault  on  its  inhabitants  always  starts  out  pleasantly  enough, 
as  pleasant  as  a Sunday  morning  can  be  with  the  knowledge  attached  to  it  that  this  is  the  final  day 
to  do  all  those  things  she  had  planned  to  have  done  over  three  days  and  hadn't.  The  gray  ash  cloud 
was  gone,  eaten  up  by  the  night.  Ha  ha,  they  had  done  it,  they  had  not  fallen  for  the  gods'  joke  this 
time!  So  once  again  they  set  out  in  their  canoes  to  search  for  oyster  treasures;  anything  is  better 
than  dealing  with  the  creeping  suspicion  this  was  not  the  end  of  the  gray  ash  cloud.  Again  the  men 
returned  to  their  village  in  the  evening,  happy  that  there  still  seemed  to  be  some  sort  of  truce 
between  them  and  the  earth,  and  went  to  sleep. 

At  the  moment  the  earth  began  to  shake  on  the  other  side  of  the  world,  the  girl  finally  re- 
alized there  was  no  avoiding  the  inevitable.  The  school  bag  had  to  be  opened.  At  first  she  picked 
out  the  easy,  no-thinking-involved,  just-follow-the-example  Spanish  exercises,  and  that  chapter 
in  the  English  book  that  had  to  be  read.  Those  pearls  in  the  easy  to  reach  hiding  places  gathered. 
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the  men  began  to  panic.  They  knew  there  were  still  other  hiding  places  they  didn't  remember,  and 
outside  they  could  already  see  houses  collapsing.  Hurry!  Up  in  the  little  hollow  space  in  the  thatch 
of  the  roof,  above  the  hearth,  they  found  that  elaborate  coral  necklace  they  knew  was  one  of  the 
most  valuable  possessions  they  had.  There  was  no  more  time  now,  they  had  to  leave,  their  wives 
were  already  screaming  from  outside  for  them  to  come  out.  The  fire  was  spreading  from  one  hut 
to  the  next  like  wind. 

The  three  chapters  on  the  Tudor  Dynasty  outlined,  she  felt  relieved,  and  she  had  thought 
she  would  never  get  through  it.  Now  she  could  go  to  sleep  in  peace.  . . almost.  Sitting  there  on 
the  cold  sand  of  the  beach  the  men  would  realize,  one  by  one,  that  something  had  inevitably  been 
forgotten,  and  would  never  be  found  again.  The  knife  with  the  mother-of-pearl  handle  perhaps, 
the  ancestral  whale-bone  fishing  spear  that  had  been  handed  down  for  thirteen  generations,  the 
ceremonial  headdress  of  shark  teeth,  the  immense  trigonometry  test  she  had  planned  to  study  for 
and  had  completely  forgotten.  Even  if  the  men  had  excavated  everything  from  their  abodes,  even 
if  the  girl  could  have  done  every  single  bit  of  work  assigned,  there  would  have  still  been  that  feeling 
of  guilt  and  loss  to  suffer,  of  something  still  left  behind. 

"There  is  nothing  that  can  be  done  now,"  the  men  would  repeat.  They  would  merely  sit  and 
watch.  "There  is  nothing  that  can  be  done  now,"  the  girl  would  echo  on  her  corner  of  the  planet; 
there  is  too  much  to  study,  it's  useless  even  to  start.  So  she  would  turn  on  her  TV  and  watch  as 
well,  as  the  60  Minutes  clock  seemed  like  her  entire  life  ticking  away. 
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‘Homeroom 

They  stand  in  the  hallway 
Arms,  words  embraced  in  each  other's  presence 
Long  goodbye. 

Will  we  ever  see  each  other? 

Better  make  this  one  last 

The  dreadful  five-minute  period  without  the  other 
(Damn  alphabetical  homerooms) 

No  one  else  occupies  their  time 
And  then  it  ends. 

(He  races  back  to  find  her.) 


-Mary  Beth  Burke,  II 


It's  Monday 

It  is  Monday.  Early  Monday.  We  are  tired.  The  groans  and  moans  and  creaking  bones  are 
clearly  discernible  over  the  morning  announcements  and  Pledge  of  Allegiance.  "I  pledge  allegiance 
to  the.  . .wait,  I didn't  know  we  had  a math  test!"  Attendance  is  painful.  With  its  definitive 
mechanic  features,  it  ever  so  gently  reminds  you  that  you  have  missed  your  one  chance  to  escape. 
You  have  been  d isco vered  in  the  enemy  camp,  and  any  attempts  to  escape  would  be  futile.  I almost 
wish  someone  would  just  get  up  and  walk  out  of  homeroom  one  day.  A little  defiance  can  go  a long 
way  when  it  comes  to  motivating  young  scholars.  Homeroom  teachers  don't  seem  to  understand 
the  principle  of  the  process.  They  tend  to  find  attendance  amusing  (at  the  very  least  convivial), 
smiling  in  your  general  direction  as  they  near  your  position  in  the  long  list  of  names.  But  then 
again,  homeroom  teachers  smile  at  everything.  Maybe  it’s  the  coffee. 

Life  in  the  trenches  is  far  less  caffeinated,  but  it  certainly  has  its  own  charm.  There's  the 
discussion  of  weekend  festivities,  mingled  with  and  inevitably  disrupted  by  cramming  for  first 
period  tests.  Inevitably  every  student  has  forgotten  to  do  at  least  one  assignment.  Usually  it's  just 
a matter  of  how  quick  you  are  to  realize  the  mistake,  and  your  level  of  creative  skill  either  at  getting 
it  done  before  the  bell  rings,  or  thinking  of  an  amazing  (legitimacy  is  irrelevant)  excuse.  However, 
eventually  and  without  fail  the  bell  does  ring  and  we  march,  with  all  our  half-finished  Latin 
translations  and  forged  gym  notes  to  first  period.  Whether  it  be  Pre-Calculus,  Greek,  or  AP  US 
History,  it  can  be  the  longest  hour  you  will  ever  be  forced  to  endure.  Teachers  have  a job  to  do,  and 
no  one  can  fairly  begrudge  them  their  amiable  attempts  to  engage  the  class,  but  the  reality  is  that 
hardly  anyone  has  enough  pep  to  comply,  even  if  he  is  prepared.  And  thus  the  contest  of  avoiding 
class  participation  has  begun. 

The  course  of  play  is  fairly  simple,  though  it  has  never  been  formally  declared,  or  even 
consciously  realized  by  most  participants.  A good  rule  of  thumb  is  fervently  to  note  the  actions  of 
those  around  you.  The  particular  strategy  you  choose  depends  on  the  kind  of  teacher  you're 
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dealing  with,  and  your  classmates  may  be  quicker  to  recognize  this  classification.  For  example, 
intelligent  teachers  are  assuredly  harder  to  evade  than  those  who  hardly  take  notice.  Either  way 
avoiding  eye  contact  is  essential.  Eye-to-eye  contact  is  a battle  challenge,  and  educators  are  always 
ready  for  a good  debate. 

If  you  have  some  sort  of  medical  condition,  it  would  be  to  your  benefit  to  emphasize  it, 
dramatically,  pathetically,  absurdly.  Even  something  as  simple  as  wearing  contacts  can  be  a saving 
grace.  The  teacher  scans  the  room  looking  for  someone  to  call  on,  as  you  rub  your  eyes  fervently 
while  grabbing  for  the  eye  drops  in  the  front  pouch  of  your  bag.  Calling  on  you  would  mean 
delaying  the  learning  process  and  you  are  overlooked  for  the  good  of  the  class. 

If  you  have  no  such  deficiency  to  rely  upon,  make  use  of  any  and  all  objects  around  you. 
A bag,  a desk,  or  something  as  simple  as  the  windowsill  can  provide  you  with  an  escape.  Searching 
with  admirable  determination  for  that  pen  you  know  perfectly  well  was  thrown  away  a week  ago 
can  give  you  an  aura  of  effort,  which  is  all  teachers  want  anyway.  However,  I would  strongly 
caution  against  looking  bored  or  uninterested.  Both  characteristics  are  challenges  to  engage 
pupils,  which  is  exactly  what  you  don't  want.  Should  your  skill  at  such  improvisation  be  lacking 
that  certain  element  of  confidence  necessary  for  successful  execution,  you  might  opt  for  simply 
leaving  the  classroom. 

Although  fake  coughing  spells  are  considered  fairly  immature,  they  will  get  you  sent  to  the 
water  fountain,  if  not  the  nurse.  Thus  you  are  provided  not  only  with  an  escape  from  the 
conformity  of  the  classroom,  but  also  a chance  to  remain  so  for  extended  frames  of  time.  Having 
never  measured  or  timed  the  distance  between  the  fountain  and  the  classroom  door  no  one  can 
really  say  (short  of  the  absurd  twenty-minute  slurping)  how  long  it  should  have  taken  you.  It's 
important  to  choose  an  excuse  that  is  not  easily  refuted. 

The  bathroom  can  be  a perfect  excuse  or  a trap  of  immense  embarrassment.  Having  been 
reminded  countless  times  by  concerned  parents  that  no  teacher  can  keep  you  from  going  to  the 
bathroom  when  you  really  have  to  go,  there  is  little  chance  this  request  will  ever  be  forcefully 
denied.  On  the  side  of  fairness,  however,  overuse  of  this  privilege  can  lead  to  its  theoretical 
removal,  which  isn't  beneficial  for  anyone.  This  is  also  a terribly  unwise  course  of  action  for  anyone 
with  a particularly  witty  or  frank  teacher,  since  such  professionals  have  no  problem  inquiring 
upon  your  return  to  the  classroom  exactly  what  took  you  SO  long.  That  means  attention,  defeating 
your  purpose  altogether. 

As  ironic  as  it  may  seem,  raising  your  hand  can  often  easily  lead  to  your  escape  from 
participation.  Simply  wait  for  a question  you  are  sure  you  know  the  answer  to,  and  when  you  are 
recognized,  drag  the  process  out  as  long  as  possible.  One-word  answers  definitely  won't  cut  it 
here.  Analogies  or  amusing  personal  stories  will.  Even  if  you  are  never  called  on,  teachers  are 
smart  enough  to  remember  who  has  raised  his  hand,  and  who  has  not.  The  good  hearted  portion 
of  this  population  will  recognize  that  you  tried,  and  think  twice  before  calling  on  you  when  you 
obviously  don't  know  the  answer. 

In  the  end  it  is  a game  and  a skill,  both  of  which  most  teenagers  are  adept  at  by  default.  We 
are  a group  of  human  beings  adept  at  the  malicious  arts,  and  school  is  certainly  no  exception.  For 
those  chosen  few  who  always  know  the  answers  and  who  want  without  fail  to  take  active  roles  in 
the  learning  process,  I applaud  your  efforts  and  appreciate  your  assistance;  you  make  my  job  a lot 
easier. 


-Amy  Bonner,  II 
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Itrushesrightpastyousofastyoubarelynoticeitandthenyoushakeyourheadanddismissitasthe 

breeze. 

One  day  you  realize  what  was  really  there  was  always  gone 
And  what  lay  behind  it  was  always  there 

And  then  the  image  becomes  mirroredderorrim  semoceb  egami  eht  neht  dnA 
But  then  you  dismiss  it  as  your  reflection 
Something  like  everything  else  you  worry  about 
Unfortunately  you  never  learned  to  distinguish  the  two. 

So  don't  die  before  you've  lived. 

Becauseonedayit'llallrushbacktoyoulikeaboltoflightningandthenyou'dwishyou'dtakenit 


One 

step 

at 

a 

time 


-Michelle  Metallidis,  V 


On  Procrastination 

we  cannot  escape  from  time 

like  rabbits  fleeing  through  the  meadows 

we  will  not  catch  it 

time  will  have  the  last  laugh 

and  time  shall  have  the  glory 

and  time  goes  on 


-Henry  Chou , I 
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‘The  ‘Beautiful Snow 

I 


I watch  the  white  flakes  fall  down  on  the  helpless  people 
running  for  cover, 

running  to  hide  from  the  white  thick  snow, 
running  home  to  their  nice  warm  houses, 
running. 

Quickly  opening  their  umbrellas  to  save  them  from  the  snow, 
the  wet,  cold  snow. 

Always  running,  never  thinking. 

Never  thinking  about  all  the  fun  they  had  in  the  snow. 
Getting  to  sleep  late  in  the  morning  and  wake  up  to  a nice  plate 
of  pancakes  still  steaming  from  the  oven, 

Getting  to  have  a friend  over  and  make  a fort  with  her 
and  have  your  sister  destroy  it, 
but  you  get  back  at  her  with  a big  snowball, 
but  they  don't  remember. 

They  never  think. 

Do  they  not  want  to  remember? 

II 

In  the  midst  of  all  the  running  there  is  another  type  of  person 
one  who  doesn't  rim. 

They  don't  run  because,  where  would  they  go,  they  don't  have  a 

place  to  run, 
a lot  of  people  don't. 

They  don't  have  a nice  warm  house  to  go  to. 

They  don't  have  an  umbrella  to  save  them  from  the  snow. 
They  don't  have  the  memories  of  all  the  fun  they  had  in  the  snow. 
The  only  home  they  know  is  a shelter  ten  blocks  away. 

Too  far  for  them. 

They  might  as  well  stay  on  the  comer  of  the  street. 

Really, 

who  should  be  running? 

III 

And  yet  there  is  still  another  type  of  person, 
probably  the  most  sensible  type, 
they  run 
but  they  enjoy  it. 

They  run  only  to  keep  up  with  their  parents. 

If  they  had  their  way  they  would  stay  all  day  in  the  snow. 
They  could  run, 

they  could  open  their  umbrellas, 
but  they’re  still  making  their  memories. 

They  still  can  have  fun. 

They  still  appreciate 
the  snow. 


-Erica  Wessmann,  VI 
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‘The  ‘Mistress 


A Spanish  woman  lies  restless  in  bed.  She  glances  at  the  man  beside  her  and  lovingly  smiles. 
Carefully,  she  gets  up  and  slides  off  the  bed,  preventing  the  mattress  from  creaking.  The  woman 
reaches  for  her  robe  and  places  it  on.  She  makes  her  way  to  the  dresser  at  the  end  of  the  bed.  The 
woman  stares  into  the  mirror  on  top  of  the  dresser.  Her  face  is  light  brown  and  smooth  like  caramel. 
Her  eyes  are  dark  like  black  pearls.  The  woman  focuses  on  the  small  lines  around  the  comers  of 
her  mouth.  She  pulls  the  skin  with  her  fingers  attempting  to  straighten  the  wrinkles.  Realizing  the 
foolishness  of  her  attempt,  she  shakes  her  head  and  silently  laughs. 

The  woman  takes  a brush  from  the  dresser  and  begins  parting  her  long,  wavy  hair.  A few 
moments  later,  she  hears  the  springs  of  the  mattress  creaking.  The  sound  is  brief  and  barely 
audible.  But  the  woman  knows.  Abruptly,  she  stops  parting  her  hair,  places  her  brush  down  and 
walks  towards  the  bed.  The  sheets  had  become  disheveled  within  only  a few  seconds.  The  man  is 
no  longer  covered  with  the  blanket.  The  woman  reaches  for  the  sheets  and  covers  the  man  to  his 
shoulders. 

She  bends  her  head  down  towards  his  face.  He  has  a strong  frame.  His  chin  is  squared,  his 
cheekbones  high.  His  eyebrows  are  dark  and  defined.  His  appearance  is  husky  because  of  his 
unshaven  face.  But  the  woman  still  admires  how  handsome  he  is.  Bending  her  head  down  even 
further,  her  eyelashes  gently  sweep  across  the  bridge  of  his  nose.  The  sensation  awakens  the  man. 
He  raises  his  eyelids  and  sees  the  woman.  He  caresses  the  side  of  her  face  with  his  finger  and  falls 
back  asleep. 

The  woman  raises  her  head  and  proceeds  to  the  closet.  As  she  turns,  the  skirt  of  her  robe 
knocks  down  one  of  the  framed  pictures  near  the  side  of  the  bed.  She  kneels  down,  dusts  off  the 
glass  with  her  sleeve  and  carefully  places  it  back  with  the  other  photos.  She  spends  a few  moments 
looking  at  the  photographs  of  her  parents,  siblings  and  child.  The  woman  then  makes  her  way  to 
the  closet  and  finds  his  clothes.  She  takes  out  the  pants,  checking  for  any  wrinkles  or  holes.  The 
light  reflects  off  the  gold  buttons  on  the  sides  of  the  pants.  She  knows  exactly  how  many  buttons 
there  are.  Fifty-two  on  each  side.  The  woman  places  the  pants  back  into  the  closet  and  takes  out 
the  jacket.  She  stares  at  the  beautiful,  round  buttons  down  the  front.  She  admires  the  medals  and 
the  colors  of  their  ribbons.  Red,  green,  blue,  purple  and  white.  She  is  able  to  recite  the  order  of  the 
colors  in  her  mind. 

The  woman's  train  of  thought  is  suddenly  shattered  as  she  hears  knocking  from  the  living 
room.  She  quickly  shuffles  out  of  the  bedroom  and  glances  at  the  clock.  10:43  p.m.  The  woman 
looks  through  the  peeping  hole  of  the  entrance  and  sees  the  visitor.  Her  eyes  look  down  at  the  floor. 
She  hesitates  to  open  the  door,  but  eventually  does.  Slowly  she  releases  the  lock  and  turns  the  knob. 
Soon  her  eyes  meet  those  of  a tall,  skinny,  old  man.  His  expression  is  strict  and  serious.  It  is  her 
father.  Immediately,  her  eyes  focus  back  on  the  floor  as  she  closes  the  door  and  stands  in  the  comer. 
The  father  stares  coldly  at  her  and  turns  away.  Without  addressing  her,  he  speaks:  "The  mailman 
gave  us  some  of  your  mail  downstairs."  The  old  man  reaches  into  his  jacket  and  throws  a small 
stack  of  envelopes  on  the  coffee  table. 

" Gracias , Papa. " 

He  pauses  for  a moment  and  looks  around.  "He  is  here?" 

"Si." 

Slowly  he  turns  and  walks  towards  the  door.  The  man  stops  and  looks  back  at  his  daughter. 
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He  sees  her  head  bent  down  and  leaves  the  apartment.  The  woman  remains  motionless  until  she 
hears  the  wooden  floor  creak.  A five-year-old  boy  walks  into  the  living  room  rubbing  his  eyes.  He 
mumbles,  " Mamita? " 

" St  mi  amor?" 

"Is  Papa  here?" 

"St.  Papa  is  sleeping." 

"How  long  is  he  staying?" 

"Not  long." 

The  woman  bends  down  and  picks  up  the  half-sleeping  child  into  her  arms.  The  boy  lays 
his  head  on  her  shoulder.  She  proceeds  into  the  bedroom  and  closes  the  door  behind  her.  She  places 
her  son  next  to  the  man  in  bed.  As  he  places  his  head  on  the  pillow,  the  boy  is  unsure  how  to  touch 
the  man.  First,  he  places  his  small  hand  on  his  muscular  arm  and  then  on  his  thick  neck.  The  touches 
awaken  the  man.  He  sees  the  child  and  smiles.  With  one  motion,  he  pulls  the  boy  towards  him  and 
wraps  his  arm  around  the  small  body.  The  woman  turns  off  the  light. 

Still  unable  to  sleep,  she  walks  to  the  windowsill  and  pulls  up  the  shade.  She  turns  her  head 
and  reads  the  clock:  10:51  p.m.  "Seven  hours  until  he  leaves  again.  . .What  does  he  want  for 
breakfast?"  she  thinks  to  herself.  The  woman  looks  at  the  two  bodies  on  the  bed.  She  then  stares 
out  the  window,  thinking  about  breakfast  tortillas,  red  beans. . . and  the  number  of  months  her  son 
will  have  to  wait  to  see  his  father  again. 


-KarLo  Ng,  I 


Stiff ‘True 


Ut  vere  aetate  in  magno  cesso  diu  dixit 
res  dilectas  deponere  dificile  est. 

Like  poor  Aeneas 

I reach  for  the  ghosts  of  my  past  loves 
In  the  chill  night  air 
Desperate  hands,  straining 
For  the  memory  of  the  comfort 
That  used  to  keep  me  warm. 

Mother,  lover,  wife? 

Our  hero  longs  for  a last  embrace 

But  feels  only  the  breeze 

And  the  pain  of  loss 

Fighting  the  tears 

He  turns  his  head 

Before  she  fades  away. 


-Jessica  Clark,  I 
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‘faff 


The  way  dew  creeps  in  at  dawn 
I skinned  my  knee  on  a stoop  in  Brooklyn 
more  the  physical  manifestation  of  the  mute  desire, 
the  cut  than  the  kiss  itself. 


-Adrienne  Campbell-Holt,  I 


Impromptu  ‘Baby 


Impromptu  baby 
Changing  when  necessary 
Maybe  when  not. 

Emotions  jumbled  up 
It's  hard  to  find 
The  right  ones  to  fit 
The  occasion 

(Like  cocktail  dresses  and  shoes). 
Reserved 

Some  people  think  so 
But  I don't. 

I'm  no  hermit 
My  feelings  are  known 
(Just  not  my  grave  ones). 


-Kaitlyn  Jolly,  IV 
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ToSrecita 

In  America,  we  attack  the  media,  music  and  movies,  for  stealing  childhood  from  children. 
Childhood  should  be  treasured.  It  is  insinuated  that  anyone  who  misses  out  on  his/her  childhood 
is  missing  out  on  a chance  to  grow  up  normal.  We  attack  mothers  who  work,  claiming  that  they 
are  forcing  children  to  grow  up  too  fast.  In  this  country,  there  are  thousands  of  children  growing 
up  too  fast  but  it  is  not  our  culture  that  is  aging  them.  These  are  children  who  have  witnessed  or 
been  subject  to  domestic  violence  in  their  own  homes.  We  should  stop  screaming  "family  values" 
and  start  helping  those  whose  problems  go  beyond  needing  to  hire  live-in  babysitters  and 
sometimes  having  to  eat  TV  dinners. 

There  were  cars  advancing  fast  and  the  street  was  broad.  We,  Sarah,  Maria  and  I,  tried  to 
gently  herd  the  five  baffled  children  across  the  street.  A girl  with  a tiny  tuft  of  shiny  black  hair 
plodded  along.  She  was  defiant  of  the  oncoming  traffic  and  of  my  hand,  trying  to  slip  itself  into 
hers.  Fluorescent  pink  jellies  led  this  little  bob  of  colorful  clothing.  She  was  walking  triumphantly, 
proud. 

The  cars  were  closing  in.  She  slipped  from  my  grasp  as  I tried  to  pull  her  into  a faster  gait. 
I slipped  my  hands  under  her  arms  and  pulled  her  up,  holding  her  waist  high.  She  was  light 
enough  so  that  a little  more  force  on  my  part  would  have  sent  her  flying.  She  began  to  kick.  She 
tried  to  claw.  I held  this  teeny  ball  of  anger  in  my  arms,  captive.  Sickened  by  her  discomfort,  I 
could  do  nothing  but  briskly  aim  my  walk  toward  the  curb.  She  collapsed  before  we  came  to  the 
sidewalk,  limp,  frail,  and  miserable  in  my  arms.  She  was  now  crumpled  and  defeated.  I had  saved 
her  from  cars  but  had  killed  her  spirit.  She  hobbled  on,  her  face,  one  of  a future  beauty  queen,  was 
blank.  It  often  was. 

Her  danger  wasn't  over.  The  South  End,  with  busy  trafficked  streets  and  bicycle-filled 
sidewalks,  is  not  a safe  place  for  a four  year  old  to  walk  unattended.  "Sabrina,  Sabrina,  yo  lo  siento 
pero  yo  tengo  tomar  su  mano.  Por  favor,  Sabrina."  I took  her  hand  in  mine,  "Lo  siento."  Her  eyes 
avoided  mine. 

Sabrina  lived  in  a shelter  for  Hispanic  battered  women  and  children  where  I worked  during 
the  summer  of  '96.  I knew  her  only  a few  weeks;  people  in  the  shelter  tried  to  fade  quickly  from 
location  to  location  in  a constant  effort  to  stay  one  step  ahead  of  the  man.  Sabrina  almost  never 
relaxed,  not  even  her  face  which  was  usually  stoic.  Her  smile  was  saved  for  heavy,  blue-eye- 
shadowed  "Mama"  who  seemed  perpetually  stoned.  Sabrina  would  stand  in  front  of  this  mother, 
her  arms  held  up,  while  the  woman  would  stare  right  through  her.  "Mama"  never  once  hugged 
her  child  good-bye. 

Later,  going  home  on  the  train  my  sadness  poured  back.  I had  terrified  a four  year  old.  My 
arms,  which  friends  mocked  when  I continually  showed  them  my  "muscle,"  meant  to  shield  her 
from  danger  but  instead  had  chilled  her.  Today  I shudder  when  I think  of  her.  Her  family  was 
to  be  carried  for  months  by  the  shelter,  until  the  immediate  danger  of  fleeing  her  father  was  over. 
At  the  shelter,  they  were  shown  a world  where  touches  never  left  bruises  and  hate  didn't  spill  out 
in  words.  Then  they'd  be  left  on  the  sidewalk,  alone,  in  this  dangerous  world  to  walk  away, 
unguided,  unprotected.  Sabrina's  going  to  have  to  learn  to  watch  out  for  cars  sooner  than  I did. 
There  will  be  no  one  to  lift  her  out  of  oncoming  danger.  Lo  siento,  Sabrina.  Lo  siento. 


-Cara  Furman,  II 
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My  Tirst  Trip  to  ‘Jenzvay 

I was  just  four  years  old. 

When  I first  saw  the  wall, 

The  "monster"  they  called  it. 

Was  long,  green,  and  tall. 


I was  all  excited. 

It  was  my  first  Red  Sox  game. 
Here  I was  at  Fenway, 
**rhe  park  with  such  fame 


I held  my  dad's  hand, 

As  tight  as  I could, 
he  anthem  had  just  started 
So  everyone  stood 


I remember  the  smells, 
From  hot-dogs  to  beer. 
The  vendors  were  yelling, 
I could  hardly  hear. 


The  crowd  began  cheering, 
"Rocket"  stepped  to  the  mound. 
But  all  I cared  about 
Was  my  ice  cream  on  the  ground! 


My  first  trip  to  Fenway, 
That  early  September, 
Is  one  I know, 

I will  always  remember. 


-Christopher  Tompkins, M VI 
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? 

♦ 


Paralyzed  but  I want  to  run 
A sinner  trying  to  be  a nun 
Have  a hot  dog  with  no  hot  dog  bun 
Have  bullets  but  don't  have  a gun 
Made  three  boys  yet  I have  no  son 
Weigh  150  pounds  yet  I weigh  a ton 
The  end  is  near  but  it  is  never  done 
I have  so  much,  yet  I have  none 

Silent  but  I want  to  shout 

Holding  back  my  feelings,  yet  venting  them  out 
I'm  a strong  black  woman  with  no  clout 
I smile  when  I really  pout 
I'm  a millionaire  yet  I am  without 
Definitely  certain,  but  still  have  a doubt 

Desire  to  be  loved,  I have  no  lover 
Married  but  don't  have  a significant  other 
Have  four  male  siblings  but  not  one  brother 
Made  a child  but  I'm  not  a mother 

Gave  up  but  I'm  trying 
Tell  the  truth  when  I'm  lying 
I'm  happy  yet  sighing 
I'm  poor  but  I'm  buying 
Grounded  but  flying 
I'm  living  yet  dying. 


-Naima  Abdal-Khallaq,  II 
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Top  and  the  Presidents 


Two  hundred  and  forty-four  dollars  and  sixty-nine  cents.  I stared  at  the  white  slip  that  I 
had  just  received  from  the  mail  girl,  Heather.  I sat  in  my  clogged-up  cubicle,  entranced  by  these 
six  tiny  digits. . .Dang!  Stupid  taxes.  It  was  only  $183.46.  Still,  for  the  first  time  I had  big  money 
in  my  hands.  Big  money  I could  spend.  On  anything.  I thought  my  summer  was  going  to  be 
horrible.  Sitting  in  an  office  for  eight  hours  a day.  Filing.  Sorting.  Typing.  But  now,  I had  money. 
It  was  all  worth  it. 

Immediately  I got  the  check  cashed.  Soon,  four  deceased  presidents,  and  a really  smart 
dead  guy  named  Ben,  were  buried  in  my  wallet.  Benjamin  of  course,  was  my  favorite. 

At  6:30, 1 met  a bunch  of  my  friends  at  T.G.I.  Friday's.  I ordered  a sick  amount  of  food.  And, 
of  course,  I felt  sick  after  eating  it.  (This  is  a common  occurrence  for  me.  When  good  food  is  around, 
I don't  eat  enough  to  satisfy  my  stomach,  I eat  until  I feel  sick.  Pretty  stupid.)  My  friends  had  often 
criticized  me  for  being  so  stingy  with  my  money,  which  was  probably  attributed  to  the  fact  that 
I never  really  had  money,  and  when  I did,  I liked  to  use  it  on  me,  myself,  and  I.  Two  of  my  friends 
didn't  have  money.  And,  of  course,  I came  through.  "Sam  the  Cheapskate"  was  no  longer.  Now 
I was  "Sam  the  Man." 

We  departed  and  strolled  down  Newbury  Street.  Now,  I was  rich,  just  like  everybody  else. 
No,  I was  richer.  I was  the  King  of  Copley.  Jesse,  Greek  Pete  Nice,  Witty  Warren,  a.k.a.  "The 
Wiz,"  Okie,  a.k.a.  "Oaktown,"  and  I all  hopped  into  Milo's  jacked-up  Jetta,  a.k.a.  "The  Sh*!box." 
To  me,  the  Jetta  may  as  well  have  been  a Rolls.  Forget  cloud  nine.  I was  on  cloud  ten. 

We  rolled  by  Boylston  Street  and  heard  loud  music.  Milo  parked  The  Sh*!box,  we  got  out, 
and  we  followed  our  ears  to  the  techno  beat.  We  stumbled  upon  an  alley,  and  saw  a club  called 
The  Alley  Cat.  The  alley  was  flooded  with  people,  either  trying  to  get  into  the  club,  or  just  hanging 
outside.  We,  being  young  losers,  were  subject  to  hanging  outside.  Of  course,  no  one  knew  I wasn't 
twenty-one.  The  ladies  were  still  ogling,  and  all  the  guys  stared  too,  enviously  fantasizing  that 
they  could  be  more  like  "Sam  the  Man."  Well,  The  Alley  Cat  just  wasn't  cool  enough,  so  we 
smoothly  sauntered  on,  turning  onto  Tremont. 

And  then  I saw  him.  A lanky,  thin  black  man,  a weathered  man.  His  face  and  clothes,  soiled. 
His  bony  hands  were  clutching  a Store  24  coffee  cup.  He  silently  stood  there  like  a statue, 
motionless.  The  one  thing  that  I noticed  about  him  right  away  were  his  eyes.  They  somehow 
sparkled  beneath  his  dirty  facade.  They  were  tragic  eyes,  and  yet,  somehow,  they  held  in  them 
hope.  I'm  not  sure  why,  but  I saw  innocence  in  this  man's  eyes.  Usually,  I walk  past  the  homeless 
or  give  them  a few  cents  to  get  them  to  stop  bothering  me.  This  time,  I went  out  of  my  way  and 
gave  this  man  a dollar.  When  I buried  George  in  his  cup,  his  statuesque  head  looked  up,  and  his 
eyes  met  mine.  "Thank  you,"  he  whispered.  He  cracked  a gracious  smile,  and  his  eyes  seemed 
to  smile  too. 

We  walked  to  the  next  block,  and  then  I stopped.  I had  so  much  money  in  my  pocket  right 
now;  this  man  had  a dollar  and  a little  change.  I would  go  home  to  a soft  double  bed,  and  he  would 
sleep  on  the  concrete.  I couldn't  understand  how  anyone  could  go  on  living  this  way,  every  day. 
Every  day,  he  held  out  a cup  and  every  day,  all  he  got  was  a few  nickels  and  dimes  here  and  there. 
I decided  that  today  would  be  different.  I told  my  friends  to  hold  on,  and  I ran  back  to  him. 

I gave  Andrew  Jackson  a new  home,  placing  the  twenty  into  the  old  man's  cup.  This  time 
the  man  looked  up  and  said,  "Son,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'm  a gonna  buy  with  this  money.  I'm  a go 
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get  myself  a mattress  for  eight  dollars,  buy  a pack  of  cigarettes  and  a bottle  of  Jack."  I believed 
what  he  said.  Then  he  put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder  and  embraced  me,  kissing  me  faintly  on  the 
top  of  my  head.  "I  ain't  gay  or  nothing,  but  I love  you.  My  name's  Pop.  You  come  and  see  me  now, 
will  you?  I'll  be  right  here.  God  bless  you."  His  smiling  eyes  followed  me  as  I walked  away. 

By  this  time,  most  of  my  presidents  had  found  their  ways  out  of  my  wallet.  I was  no  longer 
"Sam  the  Man."  I fantasized  that  Pop  would  have  told  me  that  he  was  going  to  take  a shower,  get 
some  new  clothes,  apply  for  a job,  and  soon  have  somewhere  to  live.  But  the  only  thing  that 
mattered  is  that  it  made  him  happy.  Now  he  would  have  his  bed  and  his  cigs  and  his  Jack.  My 
friends  got  on  my  case  for  endorsing  his  alcoholism,  but  I didn't  care.  Pop  was  happy.  Nothing 
else  mattered. 


-Sam  Graham-Felsen,  II 
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‘Jermata 


rather  /arj^ 


o 


and 

love. 


-Adrienne  Campbell-Holt,  I 


Sweetness 


First  I kiss  his  lips, 
then  I swallow  and  savor 
his  bittersweet  taste. 


‘Veracite 


-Danielle  Brown,  I 


Darlin'  now  i think  it's  time 
you  draw  me  out  of  this  blue 
that  the  black  left  behind; 

i know  i been  away 
an'  it's  your  absense  i adjured; 
but  sinkin'  in  this  idle  drone 
i discern  my  return  is  due; 

love  i vow  i been  alone 
i'd  never  lie  to  you 


-Kim  Dang,  I 
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An  Afternoon  ‘Well Spent 

It's  a school  day,  8 a.m.  Everyone  has  left  the  house,  and  the  court  sits  in  the  back  yard  alone, 
untouched.  The  early  morning  sunlight  hits  the  court  almost  gracefully,  casting  long  slanted 
shadows  across  the  rubber  tiles.  These  dark  shadows  land  across  the  white  boundary  lines  of  the 
court,  causing  a visually  interesting  contrast.  The  dew  hangs  from  the  mesh  fence  and  the 
basketball  net;  a few  acorns  and  leaves  are  scattered  on  the  ground.  Occasionally,  a squirrel  will 
race  across  the  top  fence's  metal  infrastructure  and  make  a flying  leap  onto  a nearby  tree  branch. 
It  would  make  a perfect  photograph.  It  is  pristine. 

It  is  about  3 p.m.  when  everything  changes.  I walk  with  a band  of  my  friends  down  through 
my  driveway,  towards  my  backyard  and  the  court.  It's  a raucous  bunch;  we've  been  pent  up  in 
our  congested,  almost  suffocating  school;  we've  endured  the  congested,  almost  suffocating  bus 
ride  home.  It's  finally  time  to  let  it  all  out;  it's  finally  time  to  breathe. 

On  the  court,  the  cool,  noiseless  atmosphere  of  the  morning  is  no  more.  A variety  of  noises 
has  succeeded  its  tranquillity.  Spit,  and  occasionally  blood,  whiz  through  the  air  indiscriminately. 
Laughter,  fighting,  crunching,  and  yelling  are  all  complemented  by  the  rhythmic  drone  of  the 
bouncing  basketball.  Soon,  a cloud  of  obscenities,  bad  jokes,  and  celebrations  hangs  above  the 
court,  the  final  proof  of  an  afternoon  well  spent. 

Finally,  by  7 p.m.,  dark  has  fallen,  and  the  players  have  tired,  leaving  in  search  of  food;  the 
ordeal  is  over.  The  afternoon,  however,  has  left  its  scars.  The  once  white  backboard  has  been 
dirtied  by  constant  contact  with  the  soiled  basketball.  The  net  is  misshapen  and  tangled  from  too 
many  missed  shots  and  botched  rebounds.  Instead  of  being  graced  with  dew,  the  fence  is 
blemished  by  dry  saliva,  which  sticks  to  the  mesh  like  a deformed  spider  web.  The  leaves,  thrown 
aside  by  the  scuffle  of  angry  feet,  have  been  replaced  by  crushed  paper  cups,  discarded  by  thirsty 
players  who  were  too  lazy  to  throw  them  away.  As  dusk  falls,  the  court  stands  in  the  backyard 
battered  and  rugged,  but  proud.  It  is  as  if  it  has  finally  been  fulfilled  by  the  day's  struggle;  it  has 
been  the  venue,  the  means,  and  the  soul  of  an  afternoon  well  spent. 


-Robert  Willison,  II 
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‘What  Are  you  ‘Doing? 

As  I was  driving  up  to  my  house,  I looked  toward  the  shore  and  saw  the  beginning  of  a sunset. 
I stopped  and  got  out  of  my  car.  I walked  closer  to  the  edge  and  stared  into  the  sun  as  it  slowly 
disappeared  into  the  horizon.  Another  day  has  ended,  a day  of  anger  and  betrayal,  a day  of  despair. 
Another  tragedy  added  to  my  family's  book.  My  parents  were  devastated. 

Why  did  He  allow  this  to  happen?  If  He  is  so  Almighty,  what  was  He  doing  when  this 
happened?  Where  was  He  when  this  happened?  I screamed  out  to  Him.  I was  filled  with  so  much 
pain  and  anger  and  I didn't  know  any  other  way  to  express  it.  I shouted  to  Him,  "What  are  you  doing?! 
Wh. . ." 

Before  I finished,  I heard  a tiny  whisper  in  my  ear.  The  ocean  breeze  caressed  my  face  and  hair. 
My  tears  drifted  away  in  the  wind.  As  I stood  there  in  silence  and  in  the  night,  He  spoke: 

"I  am  controlling  the  path  of  the  future. 

I am  choosing  my  servant  leaders. 

I am  bringing  peace  to  lands  that  only  know  war. 

I am  setting  the  stars  in  the  heavens. 

I am  bringing  rain  to  a dry  land. 

I am  healing  the  leg  of  a deer. 

I am  feeding  a small  sparrow. 

I am  providing  warmth  to  a cold  rabbit. 

I am  sheltering  a bird  from  the  rain. 

I am  guiding  a child  to  safety. 

I am  sending  sunshine  to  a little  sick  girl. 

I am  healing  the  cut  on  a little  boy's  finger. 

I am  breathing  in  life  to  a newborn. 

I am  reserving  another  chair  for  my  banquet. 

I am  serving  justice  by  my  time. 

I am  forgiving  my  enemies. 

I am  canceling  debts  that  are  owed  to  me. 

I am  embracing  the  unloved. 

I am  hugging  the  broken-hearted. 

I am  searching  for  my  baby  lamb. 

I am  seeking  for  the  lost. 

I am  cleaning  my  dirty  rags. 

I am  giving  you  the  life  in  your  heart. 

I am  giving  you  the  air  you  breath. 

I am  giving  you  the  food  you  eat. 

I am  giving  you  the  Word  I spoke. 

I am  hugging  my  lonely  child. 

I am  listening  to  your  voice. 

I am  here  to  protect. 

I am  here  to  rejoice. 

I am  here  to  find  peace. 

All  this  and  I am  whispering  in  your  ear." 

After  my  shock  subsided  and  I was  left  there  on  my  knees,  a white  dove  appeared  and  as  it 
looked  into  my  mournful  eyes,  the  tiny  voice  whispered  in  my  ear: 

"What  are  you  doing?" 


-Michael  Chu,  I 
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A ‘Typical  tiLP  Writing  Narration 

I have  people  living  in  my  head.  Laugh  if  you  will,  but  this  is  true.  You  see,  a "normal"  brain 
has  cells  and  neurons,  receptors  and  chemicals,  mush  and  slush,  all  the  intricate  and  delicate 
matter  essential  to  the  life  process.  But  not  mine.  Oh,  no.  I've  got  people  in  there.  Aren't  I lucky? 
What's  worse,  they  argue  with  each  other,  and  with  me,  all  the  time.  I can't  do  anything  without 
one  (or  all)  of  them  throwing  a fit.  Frankly,  it's  embarrassing. 

For  example,  today,  that  gorgeous  senior  I've  had  a crush  on  since,  well,  forever,  actually 
smiled  at  me.  And  he  said  hello.  If,  at  that  very  moment,  a meteor  had  raced  into  the  atmosphere 
of  the  earth,  a fiery  mass  of  cosmic  calamity,  fixed  on  its  purpose  of  mass  destruction,  and  had  that 
meteor  landed  directly  on  my  head,  crushing  my  unworthy  spine  into  the  dirt  below,  I seriously 
would  have  died  happy.  But  did  that  happen?  No.  Of  course  not.  Instead,  the  collective  morons 
dwelling  in  my  mind,  RENT  FREE,  might  I add,  went  nuts.  These  were  their  reactions  to  this 
historic  event: 

"Oh  my  God,  what  do  I do,  what  do  I do,  what  do  I do?!!" 

(That's  Cindi.  She's  the  overly  self-conscious  teenager,  who  moved  in  about  four  years  ago.  Her 
life  is  spent  obsessing  over  the  invisible  pimple  on  her  forehead,  planning  what  she  should  wear 
to  gym  class  tomorrow,  and  convincing  everybody  that  she  is  NOT  shallow.) 

"Shut  up  and  act  cool.  If  you  blow  this,  I'll  kill  you." 

(That  would  be  Cassandra.  Frankly,  she's  a pretentious  snob.  I don't  like  her  much,  mostly 
because  of  her  voice.  It's  loud,  and  shrill,  and  obnoxious,  and  irritating,  and  it  never,  ever  shuts 
up.  So  consequently,  I listen  to  her  most  of  the  time,  basically  because  I have  no  choice.) 

"If  my  estimates  are  correct,  and,  as  always,  they  are,  I calculate  that  you,  young  lady,  have  thirteen 
minutes  of  a Latin  assignment  left  to  complete.  Should  you  not  be  engaged  in  that  rather  than  this  frivolous 
adoration ?" 

(That's  Katherine.  Her  life  is  one  big  intellectual  mess.  I like  her,  though.  She  gives  me  the 
encouragement  I need  to  pursue  my  dream  of  attending  Columbia  University.  She  can,  however, 
be  quite  annoying.  Invariably,  she  corrects  my  grammar  and  spelling,  weather  I like  it  or  not.) 

" You  have  used  the  incorrect  form  of 'weather'  in  the  previous  line.  Need  we  discuss  homonyms 
again,  young  lady?" 

"Dear  God,  no!  I'm  sorry!  The  correct  form  is  'whether'." 

"Quite  all  right.  But  now  you  are  digressing.  Do  you  truly  find  that  appropriate  in  a formal  English 
assignment?" 


Oh,  shut  up..." 
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"Now  Kris , don't  tell  Katherine  to  shut  up.  She's  only  trying  to  be  helpful." 

(That's  Martin.  Martin  is  sweet  and  forgiving.  Martin  is  kind  and  unselfish.  Martin  sees  only  the 
good  in  people.  Martin  is  a living  saint.  Martin  can  do  no  wrong.  Martin  can  sometimes  make 
me  sick.) 

"duh.  i like  baseball." 

(That  would  be  Bob.  Bob  has  an  IQ  of  about  twelve,  but,  oh  boy,  can  he  hit.) 

That's  about  it.  Of  course,  there  are  others,  but  Katherine  doesn't  believe  them  to  be 
"appropriate"  for  this  assignment  and  Cassandra  is  screaming  at  me  to  give  her  more  attention. 
So  I'll  leave  it  at  these  select  few. 

And  what  did  I do  when  The  Senior  said  hello?  Well,  my  face  turned  bright  red,  I muttered 
some  unintelligible  nonsense  and  walked  away  as  if  my  pants  were  on  fire.  I'm  still  trying  to  get 
used  to  these  guys  upstairs  and  their  never-ending  commentaries  on  my  life.  And  there  are  even 
times  when  their  diverse  voices  actually  blend  together  in  a harmonious  melody,  which  is  so 
beautiful,  so  stupendous,  I can  actually  forgive  them  for  their  usual  discord.  Unfortunately,  these 
times  usually  occur  when  I am  asleep,  and  never  last  long.  But  I will  eventually  gain  control  over 
every  one  of  them,  and  someday,  I even  expect  to  collect  all  of  the  rent  they  owe  for  inhabiting  my 
brain. 


-Kristin  Purdy , II 
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‘ The  Tainting 


November  6, 1981 

Look,  there  she  is.  Isn't  she  beautiful? 

Oh,  you're  right.  She  really  is  so  beautiful. 

She  looks  like  Buddha. 

No,  she  looks  perfect. 

Fast  forward  three  years 

One  of  those  warm  fall  days,  where  the  sun  shines  in  your  eyes  and  everything  is  so  comfy, 
pleasant,  snug,  familiar.  Sitting  in  the  back  in  my  car  seat,  Lays  in  one  hand,  giggling  to  "We  Are 
the  World."  Stop  to  pick  my  nose. . . dang!  There  went  the  potato  chips  (mental  note:  in  the  future 
dig  nose  with  one  hand.)  Percy  smiled,  stuck  up  his  middle  finger.  He  had  the  advantage  of  being 
able  to  unbuckle  his  belt,  slip  off  the  seat  and  grab  the  chips.  Plastered  in  my  car  seat,  this  required 
fast  thinking. 

Stop  the  car!! 

Screech!! 

What?  What  is  wrong? 

I dropped  my  potato  chips. 

Jesus,  Mimi! 

Ohhhhh,  you  used  the  Lord's  name  in  vain,  you're  going  to  get  it. 

Percy,  pick  up  Mimi's  chips. 

No,  he'll  eat  them;  please,  don't  let  him. 

Mimi,  learn  to  share. 

Fast  forward  two  years 

That  one,  him  the  black  one  with  the  white  belly  and  red  spots.  Wohoo,  our  first  pet! 

We  couldn't  have  one  with  hair,  so  we  had  to  settle  for  a newt.  Tibby  the  Newt,  he'd  sleep  in 
my  room. 

Hold  on  tight  to  the  plastic  bag,  Mims. 

Fast  forward  one  year 

Mimi,  go  inside. 

Please,  no,  I can't. 

Mimi,  they  are  your  same  friends  from  last  year. 

I started  to  cry. 

Jesus,  Mimi,  you're  in  the  first  grade;  first  graders  don't  cry. 

I don't  like  my  shirt,  I look  like  a boy. 

Mimi,  that's  your  favorite  shirt. 

I hate  it,  take  me  home.  I need  to  change! 

Hoist.  I'm  up  and  into  the  room.  She  did  it.  I don't  believe  she  actually  did  it.  Drop.  She  left. 
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Fast  forward  four  months 

We've  gathered  here  today  to  say  our  last  good-byes  to  Tibby  the  Newt. 

So  long  Tibs.  Too  bad  he  got  too  big  for  the  tank  and  could  only  float  at  the  top. 

Flush. 

Fast  forward  a year 

There  is  something  in  the  closet  moving,  maybe  it's  Freddy  Krugger.  He'll  burst  out 
any  minute  and  snatch  me.  Hop.  Out  the  bed  and  out  the  door.  Turn  the  comer. 

Mom  and  Dad,  can  I sleep  in  your  bed?  I'm  not  scared  or  anything  but  the  radiator 
hums  and  I can't  go  to  sleep. 

Sure,  come  on  in. 

Fast  forward  a year 

Two-man  kick  ball  was  the  best.  Percy  had  the  advantage  of  kicking  harder,  running 
faster,  and  catching  better,  but  still.  Kick,  it  went  on  the  ground  he  jumbled  it  a bit.  From  first 
to  second  to  third  to  home,  wahoo!  A home  run!!!  He  was  running  behind  me,  tagging  all  the 
bases. 

Ha,  ha  ha,  ha.  I got  all  your  ghost  men  out. 

No  sir,  they  were  already  home. 

Nope,  I saw  them,  and  tagged  them.  Three  outs,  my  up. 

You  cheated,  I'm  not  playing. 

Play  by  my  rules  or  don't  play  at  all. 

I'm  not  playing  then. 

Fast  forward  two  weeks 

Come  here  , Mims,  I gotta  game,  I saw  it  on  TV.  Okay  stand  here  and  don't  move.  He 
went  to  the  end  of  the  driveway  and  started  pedaling  full  speed  at  me. 

Don't  move.  Don't  move!!! 

He's  going  to  hit,  close  your  eyes,  five  feet,  four  feet,  three  feet.  Uh,  hop  to  the  left. 

Crash!! 

I jumped  just  as  he  swerved.  Perfect  timing  and  perfect  direction. 

Dummy,  you  weren't  supposed  to  move!  Mimi.  . .Mimi  are  you  okay? 

I think  my  brains  are  leaking  out.  My  first  set  of  stitches,  three  above  my  left  eyebrow. 

Fast  forward  a year 

Crack!! 

Ohhhhh,  that's  right  through  the  stained-glass  window! 

Crap! 

Ohhhhh,  you  swore. 

Shut  up,  Mimi.  Mom  and  dad  will  be  home  in  thirty  minutes. 

I know,  I know,  get  some  plastic  wrap,  color  it  purple  and  tape  it. 

Putt-putt  golf  inside  is  never  a good  idea. 
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Fast  forward  six  years 

Fast  forwarding  to  the  end.  It  always  goes  by  so  fast  and  there  is  no  rewind  button. 

The  days  of  Saturday  cartoons,  waking  up  at  6:00  a.m.  on  Christmas  mornings,  sleeping  in 
your  momma's  and  daddy's  bed,  searching  for  treasures  in  people's  garbage  cans,  staying  up 
until  3:00  a.m.  hysterical,  naming  the  curious  ways  to  say  pajama,  and  being  in  love  with, 
intrigued  by,  fascinated  by,  and  excited  about  everything  and  everyone,  just  flew  by.  I didn't 
notice  they  were  happening,  all  I noticed  is  when  they  weren't.  I look  back  on  those  days  with 
a certain  fondness,  longing  and  sadness.  I couldn't  wish  for  their  return,  I'd  changed,  he'd 
changed,  everything  and  everybody  had  changed.  It'd  only  made  me  depressed,  all  I could  do 
is  remember.  As  time  goes  on,  the  smells,  sounds,  taste,  and  sights  of  my  childhood  get 
blurrier  and  blurrier.  I'm  scared  one  day  that  all  I'll  have  is  a watered  down  pallet  of  my  life, 
the  colors  mixing,  until  it  all  becomes  black. 


-Mimi  Stith,  II 
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